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Summary 


for the first time in fourteen years, doflamingo hears his brother's voice. 


Notes 


high key forgot it was doflamingo's birthday so 1 wrote a story about rosinante in like an 
hour because i think that's about the most offensive thing i can do to this terrible man 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The Donquixote Pirates threw parties on a whim. A victorious battle. Good devil-fruit deal. Baby 5 
drew a nice picture of the executives. It didn’t take much to grant them an excuse to dig into 
freezers of food and barrels of booze. Sometimes Coraz6n would treat himself to a drink, but his 
position as the resident introvert secured some privacy during these types of events. 


Yesterday was a party like no other. Captain’s birthday. If he was already treated like a king, that 
night he was revered as a god. Rosinante didn’t stick around. He found himself outside for most of 
the night. It was a little too loud. A little too personal. 


He should have stayed. He knew Doflamingo would be upset that his own brother skipped his 
birthday party, but maybe he’d be forgiving. Maybe he’d figure there was a little too much chaos 
for the quiet guy, maybe he’d understand. It was more than the racket, though. Rosinante had no 


gift. Had no well wishes. He was happy to see that his brother had survived another year of life, but 
that was all the generosity his heart had to offer. 


He had nothing nice to say, so there was no reason to stay. 


Spider Miles was so quiet and cold. By the time the party was over, his fingers were purpling and 
his breath left his chest with the consistency of smoke. It reeked, but at least it was warm inside. 
He picked at leftovers and tossed some empty bottles and cans on his way to bed. 


Rosinante couldn’t really understand the concept of getting shitfaced on a birthday. Some gift to 
himself. Was the high really worth it? Only time Rosinante hit the bottle was when he was at his 
lowest. Supposed it was just another polarity between them. 


By the time the crew usually started to congregate for breakfast, all was crickets. Corazon had the 
entire kitchen tidied, aside from a broken chair he’d blame on the inebriated partygoers. He 
accidentally skipped dinner avoiding that party. Might as well make himself a loaded breakfast 
while no one was around to chastise him for stealing their meal plans. He filled the coffeepot. 
Cracked several eggs. Sliced up some bacon. And his finger. Spinach would be good in the eggs. 
Skipped toast. 


Uneven footsteps staggered in the doorway as Corazon plated the meal. He looked up once he set 
the pan down, and his lips parted when he saw who he assumed would wake last. 


“Corazon...” His voice was even rougher than usual, deeper and less regulated. Almost like he was 
still drunk. Rosinante couldn’t even place the stench that came off him as he approached, hair 
ruffled and shirt wrinkled. His tie was missing, probably took too much coordination to manage 
such a thing with a migraine the size of the Grand Line. “For me...?” 


It wasn’t, but Rosinante was desperate for an adequate apology. Coraz6n extended the meal with a 
toothless smile. 


“You’re too kind...” Doflamingo mumbled, kicking a kitchen chair aside so he could get off his 
feet and relax. The plate clattered on the table with a bit too much force. He started wolfing down 
the meal, and Rosinante glanced at what remained on the stove. A bit less than half, but it would 
be enough to fill up. He poured himself and his brother a mug of coffee and leaned against the 
counter with his dish. 


Maybe he’d say nothing. Maybe he’d forgive and forget. Maybe he didn’t even realize Corazon 
wasn’t in attendance last night. Seemed that way for a few moments, both of them silently eating, 
thinking. Or maybe Doflamingo wasn’t doing much thinking. Seemed like he’d fallen from god to 
beast in his famished state of recovery. 


Once most of the eggs were polished off, Doflamingo sat back. Downed some of the coffee. “You 
can sit.” 


It wasn’t an invitation. Corazon obeyed, sitting just around the corner. 


“T think maybe you could stand to eat a little more.” Doflamingo mused, forking over some of his 
bacon. 


Corazon said nothing, because he certainly would be if his brother hadn’t stolen half his breakfast. 
“T think maybe that might help you a little. I missed you last night.” 


Corazén’s hands stilled. His lips twitched, but he said nothing. 


“But ah, well, maybe it’s for the best.” The captain stared at the vacant table. “Seems everyone got 
a bit carried away, considering we’re the only two who made it to breakfast in one piece.” 


Coraz6n sipped on his coffee. Too hot. How the hell was Doflamingo drinking it so easily? 


“Tt was very kind of you to make this.” Doflamingo continued, “You really didn’t have to. ve 
never seen you do much cooking, but it’s not half bad.” 


With a shrug, Corazén shoveled down another mouthful. This monologue would grow tiring and 
his brother seemed chatty, so he reluctantly located his notepad. Swiped at his mouth with a 
napkin, then scribbled something down and slid it over. 


“T didn’t get you a present. Sorry. I’m glad you like the food.” 


The captain grinned and raised his head when his brother slowly withdrew the note. “You don’t 
have to get me anything. I hope this wasn’t a meal prepared in guilt.” 


Brow furrowed, Corazon slid over a new note. “You got me a gift for my birthday.” 


“Of course I did. Because you’re my little brother.” Doflamingo said such a thing as if it could not 
be challenged. “I only want what’s best for you.” 


Rosinante’s free hand fisted. He inhaled. Exhaled. Stared at his notepad and wrote something in a 
bit of a blind haze. 


“T only want what’s best for you, too.” 


Doflamingo chuckled. It was a brief, casual sound. He didn’t have an immediate reply, but he did 
reach over and pat him on the back. Something close to appreciation echoed in Rosinante’s head. 


“T’m not sure I ever expressed my full condolences for...whatever might have happened when we 
were apart.” When Doflamingo spoke again, his voice was clear. Sobered up. “I do mean it when I 
say I wish I could have been there.” 


Corazén heard this before, in a variety of songs and dances. It was old news. It was a nightmare 
that never happened, and he was thankful for that. Maybe it hurt to watch his brother deteriorate 
from across the globe, but at least he didn’t have to rot with him. 


Rosinante was here to reverse the damage. Not get sucked into it. 


Doflamingo’s head turned as he observed the kitchen. His voice halved in volume. Not quite 
gentle, there was still a winding rasp of discomfort to it. But an attempt was there. “You know you 
can speak to me. I don’t care what you say. I don’t care if it doesn’t make sense.” 


Corazon held his breath, staring at two empty plates. 


“Even if it’s just a word. Or two. Or three. A-thousand, even. I don’t care that it’s been years. If 
you ever feel strong enough to speak...I’Il listen.” Doflamingo tore through the fabric of Coraz6n’s 
mental barricade, nudging his shoulder. ““Doesn’t have to be now, or today, or anytime in the next 
ten years.” 


With a shuddered, forced exhale, Corazén planted his forearms on the table and lowered his head. 
He could not fall apart. He could not fall for this. 


“T thought about it during the party...how everyone assumes you aren’t interested in a drink, or a 


dance, or a conversation. As if change isn’t possible.” Doflamingo swirled his coffee and 
Rosinante wanted to scream. “Now, your self-exile has been normalized. The mutism as well.” 
Doflamingo’s breath fluttered in a voiceless laugh. “There’s already so much between us, so much 
we’ ve been through that can never be understood. What’s one more secret, right?” 


Corazon failed him when Rosinante sucked in a hiss of a gasp. Corazon failed him when his eyes 
blurred with fury. Coraz6n forced him to look up and meet Rosinante in the reflection of dim 
lenses. Look at that failure of a brother and watch him struggle. 


Doflamingo’s brow shifted. His upper body did too, and he clutched Corazén’s shoulder too 
tightly. “Hey, hey...you don’t have to say anything, I—I have no expectations of such a thing. 
Merely an offer.” 


Coraz6n wiped at his eyes, right hand smudged blue. 


Doflamingo scowled as his little brother trembled and withheld whimpers. He stood and pulled on 
Corazon’s arm until he was on his feet. Then he threw his arms around him like he was the same, 
weak, sniffling kid he had to protect over a decade ago. 


Coraz6n didn’t hug him back, but Rosinante never hugged him back when they were kids. 
Doflamingo never expected a hug in return. Doflamingo expected nothing from him, but when 
could that be said for anybody else? He expected all others to bow to him, even this so-called 
Family. He was something like selfless to his little brother though, wasn’t he? 


Had Rosinante slipped and lost sense of his own brother? 


“Tt’s alright.” Doflamingo’s voice was the closest it’d ever come to comfort. “I'll never let anyone 
hurt you again, Rosi.” 


Face nestled in a shoulder of feathers, Rosinante gripped his own upper arms and sucked in a 
broken sigh. “Th-Thank you, Doffy...” 


Doflamingo said nothing. His arms were iron poles, caging him in. 
“T...[ love you.” 


Doflamingo said nothing. Coraz6n shifted and pressed against the captain’s shoulder and put some 
distance between them. Two seconds lingered where Doflamingo had the chance to look Rosinante 
in the eye before the younger brother turned away, leaving his coffee behind. 


Spider Miles was so quiet and cold. Rosinante sat in a feathery heap on the balcony with a leftover 
bottle of wine and found comfort in the memory of his brother’s cold arms binding him down. 


End Notes 


me: i don't like stories where rosinante talks to doflamingo :/ his mutism is so vital to their 
broken relationship 
also me: *writes a story where rosinante talks to doflamingo* 


thank youuuu Gali-La for the emergency beta read you are my hero <3 
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